CHAPTER 168 


October 7, 2011 


“Sheesh, Justin, you really don’t look good. Are you gonna be alright?” 


Justin and Chie were walking side by side to the doctor’s office, Justin yawning the 
entire way through. He hadn’t slept at all last night; hell, he hadn’t even gone home 
last night. He didn’t regret anything he said yesterday... anything except shouting 
at Maya like that. She was the victim; him yelling at her was doing nothing but 
make it worse. And even as angry as he was that day, the shine of tears slowly 
dripping from her pupils... even in his angered frenzy Justin couldn’t help but feel 
his heart sink. He knew he fucked up big time. He couldn’t even bare to show his 
face at home, because he knew either one of two things was going to happen. One, 
Maya would break his legs, or two, she’d ignore him, tears still in her eyes. Neither 
was a particularly desireable option. So he chickened out, just sitting on a park 
bench near the river bank, smoking... staring at his reflection. His... golden-eyed 
reflection. The second half of a broken whole. And his shadow mocked him the 
whole night through. In some ways, Justin couldn’t help but believe the demonic 
entity that stared back at him from the river. Maybe he didn’t regret what he did; 
only his methods. 


“I'm fine, just tired...” Justin sighed, bluffing slightly. He hadn’t gone to school today 
either, simply because he didn’t want to see his so called ‘friends.’ The people who 
were supposed to be there for him when he needed them to, only to turn around 
and betray him for some... pipSqueak detective. No, sorry, some CRIMINAL who had 
the nerve to try and be their friend after that. And she fucking won. She took Maya’s 
voice, she took Justin’s dignity, and she took Justin’s friends. She won. She fucking 
won. “You know Chie, I’m really not that sick. This really isn’t neccesary.” Justin 
remarked, sniffing slightly. It had been Chie’s idea to bring Justin to the doctor, 
which was strange because all he had was a cold; and she knew it. But alas, as 
much as Justin didn’t think he needed to go, he trusted Chie. She was the only one 
he trusted now. All of the others; Yosuke, Yu, Yukiko- all of them; they betrayed his 
trust. But not Chie. She’d never betray Justin. And Justin would never betray her. 


“It’s just a checkup; he’ll probably just give you some aspirin or something.” Chie 
remarked, though for some reason she was frowning, avoiding eye-contact with 
Justin. Justin wasn’t sure why, though. Was she ashamed of him or something? 
She... wouldn’t have come looking for him if she was, right? Maybe she still had a 
bit of a cold herself. Hell, maybe she was just tired. She shook her head for a 
moment as they pushed open the door to the doctor’s office, slowly navigating their 
way to the waiting room for Justin’s ‘check up.’ “So uh... Some performance 
yesterday, huh?” Chie remarked after a moment, clearly unable to stop thinking 


about it, rubbing at her wrist as she spoke. Justin just groaned as he the two paced 
around the complex. 


“We’re not talking about it.” Justin growled slightly. He had enough troubles on his 
plate without Chie lecturing him on it too. He had been betrayed by everyone else 
so far; he couldn’t handle it if Chie turned on him too. Chie opened her mouth, as if 
to say something, to counter Justin’s dismissal of the topic before closing her 
mouth. It wasn’t that she didn’t know what she wanted to say, she just wasn’t sure 
how to go about doing it. 


“I’m not saying you’re wrong, but... You don’t think you might have laid it on a little 
thick?” Chie questioned after a moment. Justin remained silent, biting his bottom 
lip. He wasn’t sure whether he should acknowledge the question or not. It... was at 
least a reasonable inquiry, at least she wasn’t turning on him for standing up for 
what he believed in. At least she agreed with him. “I mean... You’re not seriously 
quitting the team, right?” 


“It’s either me or her; and the others have already made up their mind.” Justin 
scoffed as they walked, the sound of boots hitting the floorboards filling the corridor 
like bees in a glass box. Chie sighed, clearly a little disheartened by Justin’s decision 
to resign from the group. They had been through so much shit; hell, they needed 
Justin... And he was just going to walk away from it all because he didn’t like Naoto. 
Why couldn’t he just get past what she did? Chie didn’t even blame Naoto for what 
had happened; it wasn’t like she knew getting kidnapped was going to get her 
tossed in a television or that her shadow could mute someone for life. Why couldn’t 
Justin realize the same? 


“Come on Justin; just ignore her. | know you don’t like her, but is that really reason 
to lea-“ 


“Don’t like her? Oh please Chie; it’s because of HER my sister’s never going to 
speak again, and for what? So she could prove the killer was still out there? 
Newsflash! He would have kidnapped someone ANYWAY if she DIDN’T go through 
with this. And Maya would still be able to talk today.” Justin remarked angrily, 
turning around as they slowly approached the door to the waiting room, coming to a 
full stop to lecture Chie on the matter, as if his opinion were law. “But you know 
what the worst part of it is? Even though she fucked everything up, even though 
she ruined Maya’s life, all of you are accepting her with wide open arms, like she 
were the goddamn pope.” 


“Look, she did an awful thing, | understand that... But she didn’t know better... I’m 
not asking you to like her or forgive her, | just... | just want you to think this over.” 
Chie pleaded with him, grabbing his hand as if just making contact with his skin 
would be enough to convince Justin. Sadly, it was true a lot of the time... just not 
this time. Justin slowly removed his hand from Chie’s grip, shaking his head, eyes 
aimed at the ground. 


“...Did you know Maya’s had a crush on a boy for the last few months?” Justin 
remarked sadly as he stared at Chie. “When Maya lost her voice, | asked her if she 
had any regrets. You know what she said? She said she regretted she could never 
tell him she loved him. That’s something that she can NEVER replace...” Chie sighed 
a bit, feeling her heart strings being tugged in every direction. She could almost 
understand how Maya felt; the | word was just... such a powerful thing... nothing like 
it in the world actually. “Maybe I'll never forgive her... But that’s the way it should 
be... And | can’t support anyone who can support her after what she did... I’m not 
coming back. End of discussion.” 


It was quiet between the two for a moment, both of them just staring at each other 
with sad eyes. Nothing more really needed to be said; it was clear what Justin’s 
stance on all of this was. Chie wasn’t sure what upset her more; the story she just 
heard or the fact that Justin would not budge on this... That... That this really was 
the end. Justin was off the team, and he’d have it no other way... Justin slowly 
turned around to press open the door. “...Justin wait.” 


“Chie, please... I’m not-“ 


“The others are on the otherside.” Justin’s jaw almost immediately dropped, the sad 
expression that had been on his face turning to anger slowly but surely. He thought 
he was here because he was actually sick, not because this was all just some 
fucking ploy to drag him back in. He made it clear what his conditions were for 
staying, and they fucking ignored it; and now they wanted him back? The worst part 
about it was he had trusted these people... He had trusted CHIE, and yet here she 
was trying to drag him into something he didn’t want, taking advantage of his trust. 


“They what? ...Are you fucking kidding me right now!?” Justin shouted angrily at 
Chie, as she shrunk back with embarrassment, shame, and partially fear. She knew 
Justin was going to be pissed; and Justin getting angry was never a scene you 
wanted to watch. “I should have known... | should have know... None of you even 
give a damn do you? What am | to you people? Some... Some tool!? | get it, Justin’s 
only good as long as he’s beating the shit out of shadows is that it!?” 


“I'm sorry... lL... | didn’t want to, but the others figured you just needed another day 
too cool off. Really, Justin, I’m sorry. | didn’t mean anything by it.” Justin shook his 
head angry, eye twitching slightly as he bit back his tounge. He just wanted to 
punch someone in the face right now. And he just might at this point. His eyes were 
aimed at Chie as he tried to hold back screams, as he tried to focus his anger on 
something. 


“lam SO... fucking... sick of this. | did everything for you guys, and you treat me 
like a possession... I... | hate you ALL! You’re no different than anyone else!” Justin 
remarked, choking up words. Holding back his raw anger was actually making his 
eyes water a bit... Maybe he was just sad that the few people in his life he had held 
close to his heart, the people he called friends were betraying him, trying to deceive 


him and lie to his face like nothing more than some tool they dispose of when they 
were done being used. Chie continued to stare at Justin with wide, fearful eyes. She 
knew what she did was wrong, betraying Justin’s trust by trying to drag him here 
knowing he didn’t want to be... That’s probably why she told him what was on the 
other side of the door. She couldn't live with the guilt, even with something as 
ridiculous as this. God knew Justin took it a lot more seriously than he should have. 
Justin of course noticed that Chie was slowly growing more and more afraid of his 
angered outburst, and after a moment, he stopped completely. “...Chie, what’s with 
that look?” 


“Huh, oh uh... n-nothing...” Chie bluffed a bit, eyes darting away from Justin. It was 
unusual for Chie to be afraid of anything, let alone Justin, but he doubted she was 
REALLY afraid. Just very concerned about him. Perhaps she just had a guilty 
conscience; who even knew any more. All Justin knew was Chie was bluffing; 
something was wrong and he was very much the cause. Justin sighed after a 
moment, shaking his head before placing his hands on Chie’s shoulders. Chie 
seemed a little caught off guard by the kindly gesture, especially seeing how Justin 
had been but a moment earlier. 


“Look at me Chie. I’m not mad at you... | mean, yeah, kind of a dick move trying to 
drag me here... But at least you had the guts to tell me what was really going on...” 
Justin remarked sadly. Right from the beginning he had a feeling Chie would be his 
greatest friend here; even after she had made a mockery of his parent’s deaths, 
even though he wanted nothing to do with people in Inaba, with making friends. 
There was just something... magical about her. The way she accepted him for what 
he was. He never had to prove anything to her; even when he was angry. The 
others? He always was suspicious of Yu and Yosuke... He trusted Yukiko, but... 
Clearly that trust was misplaced. Chie though... Chie was the closest thing he had to 
a real friend now. “You'll always be my friend Chie; no matter what... | love you.” 
Chie smiled timidly, though also with some concern. Justin’s lack of trust with the 
rest of the group concerned her. They had been there for him since the beginning, 
so to see Justin so... So against them now... It was tough watching friendships break 
in front of her eyes, like they had never existed. 


“They’re still your friends Justin... They only mean the best for you.” Chie tried to 
convince Justin. Justin shook his head, eyes in a bit of a glare as he stared off into 
the corner of the room. Friends don’t just use friends as a tool. It was clear to him 
that the only reason he was there in the first place was because he fought shadows. 
Now that he wanted out, they were trying to hang onto him like a trophy. After all, 
why would they be trying to trick him back into it if they weren’t? If they were really 
his friends, they’d respect his decisions. 


“No, Chie. They’re not. | thought they were, but | was sorely mistaken. They’re just 
two-faced liars that only care about you as long as you’re useful... | gave them 
everything...” Justin pulled away his hair to show off the eye Chie had burnt out, 


trying to make a point about how much he had sacrificed. Alas all it did was remind 
Chie that she had screwed up so long ago; and now Justin would have to live with it 
for the rest of his life. Justin readjusted his hair, covering his eye back up again 
beneath his strawberry blonde hair. “And yet they don’t care. They just wanted me 
for their damn murder case. | can’t say I’m surprised; all people are like that... You 
know something Chie... | hate people. | hate them... SO much.” Justin slowly started 
to turn around, trying to avoid eye contact with Chie. He couldn’t look her in the 
eyes as he spilled his guts out on the table. “They’re all two timing backstabbers. 
And | hate them all. | just wish everyone would fucking disappear.” 


“Justin...” Chie sighed, chest heavy as Justin spoke about hate. Perhaps it wasn’t 
just the fact that it was so sad to see Justin had this hate for everyone, this 
indiscriminate hatred for people just because they were people. Perhaps it was 
because it reminded her of what his shadow had so long ago... That humanity was a 
blight. They had all assumed it was the shadow blowing things out of proportion; 
but now... Now Chie was seeing it had been deep in Justin’s hear all along. And it 
saddened her to think that his heart been molded to hate. She knew who to blame 
for it too. 


“But you... You're different. | don’t know how to explain it. You know, when | first 
met you, all | did was try to pretend you didn’t exist, to hate you just like everyone 
else, but...” Justin sighed a bit, turning around to stare Chie in the eyes. She 
seemed a little less than pleased about Justin trying to hate her, but... She kind of 
got what he meant. It was a self-defense mechanism really; he hated everything 
because he was afraid of everyone. Never let anyone close, and they can never slit 
your throat. “I looked at you, and... | just didn’t feel anything. My chest felt empty... 
No matter how much | wanted to hate you, | couldn’t... I... | guess that’s what love 
feels like, but I’m not really sure...” Justin sighed a bit. He was having a hard time 
picking his words without making it sound like he hated Chie or something. Not that 
he really needed to, Chie knew him well enough to get what he was trying to say. 
And even though it sounded like an awful thing to say to someone, it really was 
Justin trying to compliment her the best way he knew how. “God, | probably sound 
like a rambling idiot right now...” 


“Sure. But you’re my rambling idiot.” Chie smiled at him as she slowly slipped her 
fingers between his hands. It was amazing how good being an idiot felt; if only 
because he was HER idiot. He hated being treated like some possession by his so 
called friends, yet when Chie did it, there was something... Magical about it. Why? 
Because even though she said as though Justin was hers, she was his, and they 
were equals. It only meant they belonged together. The two embraced for a 
moment, a tight hug between the two as Justin felt all the belt up emotion in his 
heart transfer to his arm strength. Like he never wanted to let go of his grip. “Not all 
people are like that Justin...” 


“No... No, they are. Some people are just better at hiding it than others.” Justin 
sighed, shaking his head a bit, still latching onto Chie for dear life as she whispered 
softly into his ear, like a lullaby soothing the beast. “All people care about is 
themselves first and foremost... And | hate it. | HATE what it means to be human.” 


“You know what else it means to be human... To make mistakes.” Chie remarked, 
slowly backing away from the embrace. Justin stared at her with puzzled, yet sad 
eyes. He could already tell where this was going, and as much as his brain told him 
to walk away, to ignore Chie’s words of wisdom, his heart longed to be free of the 
curse of humanity’s weaknesses, torturing him in his darkest memories, deceiving 
him and pretending to be his friend, only to be a shot in the dark. “I know you’re 
angry... You have every right to be... But Yu, and Yukiko, and... and Kanji, Rise, and 
Yosuke... Hell, even Naoto... They make mistakes. And they’Il have to live with them 
for the rest of their lives... Just like you'll have to live with your grudge if you make 
the mistake of walking away.” 


“...1 don’t want back in... Even if... Even if all of them just fucked up big time, I... | 
feel free. No more worries about the shadows or the television, or anything like 
that... | don’t want that responsibility anymore. I’m sick of... of waking up every 
morning being afraid. Afraid of whose going to get hurt the next time we dive 
through the screen... I’m sorry, but | can’t.” Justin shook his head, slowly pacing 
away, Chie’s eyes on him the entire way, just pitying the boy as he walked off to 
drown in his sorrows. She just hoped that he’d think about all of this. If he didn’t 
want to come back to the team... that was fine... but don’t throw away your 
friendships over a blood feud. Justin stopped after a moment, biting his lip before 
calling out to Chie, never turning his eyes to face her. “...Do you know if Maya’s 
doing alright? | know | probably worried her not coming home last night...” 


That was a huge understatement. Maya had actually tried to call everyone she knew 
to find Justin’s whereabouts. Of course, seeing as how she couldn’t TALK, that was 
useless. The only one who hadn't just assumed it was a prank call was Yosuke, who 
rather quickly figured it was Maya on the other end. He managed to develop some 
form of communication through taps of the bottom of the phone; like morse code 
almost. Alas, it was too limited for her to ask about Justin though; so she was stuck 
sitting on the couch, waiting for him to come home. He never did. Chie smiled a 
weak grin at him as he stood in the hallway. Maybe it was just that big brother 
mentality, but Chie would like to think it was Justin coming one step closer to 
accepting what had happened; that accidents occur, and when they do... you can’t 
dwell on them. Not over friends... not over enemies. 


“| don’t really understand sign-language, but Yosuke said she was fine.” 


“Tell her | said sorry anyway... And tell the others the next time they pull this shit... 
I’m going to be a lot less forgiving... You can say that to Naoto too if you want. 
Doesn’t matter to me.” Justin sighed before walking off. He regretted forgiving them 


so easily already. All his life he had been betrayed by people he trusted. By his 
father. By his friends. Hell even by Maya; even if she did make it right. He didn’t 
want to be cut again... Even if it meant holding onto a relationship he knew 
shouldn’t be. Even if he knew that history repeated itself. Even if he knew... Even if 
he knew some people don’t deserve to be forgiven. 


And neither did he. 


